42                        SILENT IS THE VISTULA
did lot say a word. He just watched her, unable to move, cramped with pain, Suddenly, as if to fight off her reluctance, the woman poured some water from the pitcher and held the cup to the lips of the German
She was at my side a minute kter, I took the cup from which the German had just drunk and poured the warmish water down my mouth.
"What's the matter with him?" I nodded in the direction of the German.
"He's wounded. He's a German, He wanted to drink ...I...Ldid not bow what to do,...I gave him a drink... He is wounded." Ihe woman was confused "Let God judge him," she said.
Achmg all over, I straggled up to my feet and went over to flie German. I took his hand. He pulled himself free. Then he opened his eyes, saw me, and looked at his crushed legs. I belt down and began cutting his trouser legs to dress his wounds.